304          LIFE ON THE STAGE
as I ran in I saw a gentleman standing near the opposite . door. I turned instantly to retreat, when a voice called: "If you please/' I paused, I turned. The gentleman removed his hat, and coming to the centre of the room held out his hand, saying: "Miss Morris — you are Miss Morris ?"
I smiled assent and gave him my hand. His small, smooth fingers closed upon mine firmly. We stood and looked at each other. He was small, and dark of hair and of beard, and his piercing eyes seemed to be reading me through and through. He spoke presently, in a voice low and gentle — almost to sadness.
" I wanted to speak to you/' he said; " I'm not going to waste time telling you you are a wonderful actress, because the papers have already done that, and all New York will do it, but I see you are an honest girl and alone here------"
" No — oh, no!" I broke in, " my mother, too, is here!"
A faint smile seemed to creep about his bearded lips, there was a distinct touch of amusement in his voice as he said: " I-n-d-e-e-d! a valiant pair, no doubt — a truly valiant pair! but," his small fingers closed with surprising strength about mine in emphasis of his words, " but, oh, my honest little woman, you are going to see trouble here!" He glanced down at the hateful cheap dress I wore, he touched it with the brim of his hat: " Yes, you will have sore trouble on this score, to say nothing of other things; but don't let them beat you! When your back is to the wall, don't give up! but at a last pinch turn to me, Clara Morris, and if I don't know how to help you out, I know somebody who will! She------"
Steps, running steps, were coming down the passageway, then tall, dead-white with anger, Mr. Daly stood in the doorway. He almost gasped the words: " What does this mean, sir?" then angrily to me: "Leave the room at once!"
Flushing at the tone, I bent my head and moved toward